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THE MOW AND Till: HARE.

A IIOTTCSTOT rillLE.

BT JOEL BENTON.

7 he moon, in pity to the raco

Of man in his despair.
Sent to them from her shining plnce

Her messenger, the hare.

''Qo, nimble one, and saf to men

That as I fsde and die,
Then rise and brightlicr shine again

Above them in the sky;

Eo they must fail and fade away,
But only die to rise'

TVhere resurrection pares the way

To fairer, friendlier skies."

But out of dullness, trick, or feI;
The message which was teni

The rockless little hare oonstruod
With most malign intent.

"O raco of men, the moon hath raid
That as sho lives and dies,

So unto death shall you be led;

And nevermore shall rise."

Kow when the moon had heard thocase.
Iter axe, with force and grip,

She struck into the meek han's face,
Which caused the split hare lip.

The hare, ince need, with claws upborne,

Scratched back with right good grace,
And since that day the moon has worn

A rough and ragged face

(SlUttor'is (Bmu'dian;
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CHAPTER IV.
HORACE MARGRAVE AT BALDWIN COURT.

Henry Dalton prospered in bis beloved
profession. Gray-head- ed old judges

talked over their after-dinn- er port of the
wonderful acumen displayed by the young
barrister in the most important and dif

fieult cases. One, two, three years passed

away, and the name or Dalton began to
be one of mark upon the Northern Cir-

cuit. The dawn often found him work-

ing in his chambers in Paper Buildings,
while his handsome wife was dancing at
some brilliant assembly, or listenlrg to

the vapid platitudes of her numerous ad
mirers and silent adorers. With Ellinor.
Ballon, to be unhappy was to be reckless.
Hers was that impulsive and emotional
nature, which cannot brood upon its
griefs in the quiet circle of a solitary home.
She considered herself wronged by her
htubaud'a parsimony, etill more deeply
wronged by his cold reserve; and she
sought in the gayest circles of fashiona-
ble London for the peace which had nev-

er dwelt at her cold and deserted hearth.
"His profession is all in all to him,"

she said, "but there is at least the world

left for roe; and, if I cannot be loved, I

will prove to him that, at any rate, I can
be admired."

At many of the houses in which she
was a constant visitor, Horace Margrave
was also a familiar guest. The fashiona

ble and wealthy bachelor lawyer was

sure of a welcome wherever mamma had
daughters to marry or papa money to in-

vest or mortgages to effect. To her old
guardian, Ellinor'a manner never under-

went the slightest shadow of a change.
"You may refuse to admit him here;

you may forbid tny correspondence with
him. I acknowledge the right you ex
ercise eo harshly," she would say to her
husband, 'but you cannot shake mr
faith in my dead father's friend. You
cannot control roy sentiments towards the
guardian of my childhood."

But by degrees she found that Horace
Margrave was to be seen less frequently

every day at those houses in which she
visited; it was growing a rare thing now
for her to see the dark, handsome head
proudly overtopping the crowd in which
the lawyer mingled; and even when she
did meet him, though even his voice had
etill its old gentleness, there was a tacit
avoidance of her in his manner, which
effectually checked any confidence be
tween them. This was for the first two

years after her marriage; in the third she
heard accidently that Horace Margrave
was travelling in Switzerland, and had
left the entire management of his very
extensive business to his junior partner.

In the autumn of the third year from
that of her marriage, Ellinor was slaying
with her husband at the country house of

his friend, Sir Lionel Baldwin. Since
that day on which the scene with Horace
Margrave had taken place in the little
drawing-roo- m in Hertford street, Ellinor
Dalton and her husband had had no ex
planation whatever. On that day, the
young man had fallen on his knees at the
feet of his sobbicg wife, and had most

earnestly implored her to believe in his
faith and honor, and to believe that, in
every thing he did, he had a motive so
strong and so disinterested, as to warrant
his actions. He begged her to believe,
also, that the marriage, on his part, had
been wholly a love-matc- h; that he had
been actuated by no mercenary consider-
ations whatever; and that if he now
withheld the money to which, in all

she had so good a right, it was
because it was not in his power to lavish

it upon her. But he implored in vnin.
Prejudiced against him from the very

first, she had only trusted him for ft brief

period, to doubt him more completely

than ever at the first suspicion that sug

gested itself. Wounded in her affection

for another an affection whose strength,
perhaps, she scarcely dared to whisper

to lief own soul her feeling for Henry
Dalton became one almost bordering on
aversion, ms simple, practical goou
sense; his plain, unpolished manners; his
persevering, energetic, and untiring pur-

suit of a vocation for which she had no
sympathy all these jarred upon her ro-

mantic and enthusiastic tempcrment, and
blinded her to his actual merits. The
world, which nlways contrives to know
everything, very soon made itself com

pletely acquainted with the eccentric con-

ditions of Mr. Arden's will, and the cir

cumstances of Henry Dalton's marriage.
It was known to be a marriage of con

venience, and not of affection. He was a
very lucky fellow, and she was very
much to be pitied. This was the gener
al opinion, which Ellinor'a palpable in-

difference to her husband went strongly
to confirm.

Mr. and Mrs. Dalton had been staying
for a week at Baldwin Court, when the
young barrister waB compelled, by his
professional pursuits, to leave his wife for
a few days under the protection of his old
friends, Sir Lionel and Lady Baldwin.

"You will be very happy here, dear
Ellinor," he said: "the house is full of
pleasant people, and you know how great
a favorite you arc with our hoot and host-

ess. You will not miss me," he added,
with a sigh, as he looked-a- t her indiffer
ent face.

"Miss you! Oh, pray do not alarm
yourself, Mr. Dalton ! I am not so used
to usurp your time or attention I know,
where your professional duties are con
cerned, how small a consideration I am
to you."

"I should not work hard were I not
compelled to do so, Ellinor," he said,
with a shade of reproach in his voice.

"My dear Mr. Dalton," she answered,
coldly, "I have no taste for mysteries.
You are perfectly free to pursue your
own course.''

So they parted. She bade him adieu
with as much well-bre- d indifference as if
he had been her jeweler or her haber
dasher. As the light little phaeton drove
him off to the railway station, he looked
up to the chintz curtained windows of his
wife's apartments, and said to himself,

How long is this to endure, I wonder?
this unmerited wretchedness, this most
cruel misconception I '

The morning after Henry Dalton's de
parture, as Sir Lionel Baldwin, seated at
breakfast, opened the letter bag, he ex
claimed, with a tone of mingled surprise
and pleasure, "So the wanderer has re
turned! At the very bottom of the bag I

can see Horace Margrave's dashing super-

scription. He has returned to England,
then."

He handed his visitors their letters,
and then opened his own, reserving the
lawyer's epistle till the last.

"This is delightful ! Horace will be
down here

"Ellinor Dalton's check grew pale nt
the, announcement; for the mysterious
feud between her guardian and her hus-

band flashed upon her mind. She would
meet him here, then, alone. Now,

or never, might she learn this secret
this secret which, no doubt, involved
some meanness on the part of Henry
Dalton, the apothecary's son.

"Margrave will be an immense acqui
sition to our party will he not gentle
men?" asked Sir Lionel.

"An acquisition ! Well really now, I

lon't know about that," drawled a young
Government clerk from Whitehall.
"Do you know, S'Lionel" (all the young
men tinder Government called the old
baronet S'Lionel, any other pronuncia
tion of his name and title involving a de
gree of exertion beyond their physical
powers), "do you know, it's my opinion,
S'Lionel, that Horace Margrave is used
up? I met him at at

Rousseau and Gibbon, Childe Harold
and the Nouvelle Helnise. You know
the place," he said vaguely: "somewhere
in Switzerland, in short, last July, and I
never saw a man so altered in my life."

"Altered I" exclaimed the Baronet.
Ellinor Dalton's face grew paler still.

"Yes, 'pon my honor, S'Lionel. Very
much altered, indeed. You don't think
he ever committed a murder, or anything
of that kind do you?', said the young
man, reflectively, as he drew over a basin
and deliberately dropped four or five
lumps of sugar into his coffee. "Because,
upon my honor, he looked like that sort
of thing."

'My dear Fred, don't be a tool.
Looked like what sort of thing?"

"You know; a guilty conscience, Lara,
Manfred. You understand. Upon my
word," added the youthful official, look
ing round with a languid laugh, "he had
such a Wandering Jew-is- h and ultra-Byron-

appearance, when I met him
suddenly among some very uncomfortable
kind of chromo-lithographi- c mountain
scenery, that I asked him if he had an
appointment with the Witch of the Alps,
or any of those sort of people?"

One or two country visitors tried to
laugh, but couldn't; and the guests from

town only stared, as the young man
looked round the table. Ellinor Dalton
never took her eyes from his face, but
seemed to wait anxiously for any thing he
might say next.

"Perhaps Margrave has been ill," said
the old Baronet; "he told me when he
went to Switzerland, that he was leaving
England because he required change of
air and scene."

"1111" said the Government clerk. "Ah,
to be sure; I never thought of that. He
might have been ill. It's difficult, some
times, to draw the line between a guilty
conscience and the liver complaint. Per-

haps it was only his liver, after all. But
youdont think," he said, nppealingly, re-

turning to his original idea, "you don't
think that he has committed a murder,
and buried the body in Verulam Bulld
ogs do yoo? That would account for

his going to Switzerland, you know; for
he couldn't possibly stop with the body
could he?"

"You'd better ask him the question
yousself, Fred," said Sir Lionel, laughing;
"if everybody had as good a conscience
as Horace Margrave, the world would be
better stocked than it is with honorable
men. Horace is a noble-hearte- d fellow;
I've known him from a boy. He's a
glorious fellow."

'And a crack shot,'' said a young mili
tary man, with his mouth full of buttered
toast and anchovy paste.

"And a first-rat- e billiard player," ad
ded his next neighbor, busy carving a
ham.

"And one of the cleverest men in the
Jaw," said a grave old gentleman, senten-tiousl- y.

"Extremely handsome,'' faultcred one
young lady.

"And then, how accomplished I" ven
tured another.

"Then you don't think, really now,
that he has committed a murder, and
buried the body in his chambers?,' asked
the Whitehall employe, putting the ques-

tion to the company generally.

In the dusk of that autumnal evening,
Ellinor Dalton sat alone in a tiny drawing--

room leading out of the great saloon,
which was a long room, with six windows
and two fireplaces, and with a great many
very indifferent pictures in extremely
handsome frames.

This tiny drawiug-roo- was a favorite
retreat of Ellinor'a. It was luxuriously
furnished, and it communicated, by a
half-glas-s door, shrouded by heavy amber
damask curtains, with a large conserva
tory, which opened on to the terrace walk
that ran along one side of the house.
Here she eat in the dusky light, pensive
and thoughtful, on the evening alter her
hubbaud'u departure. The gentlemen
were all in the billiard-roo- hard at
work with balls and cues, trying to settle
some disputed wager before the half-ho- ur

bell rang to summon them to their dressing-r-

ooms. The ladies were already at
their toilettes; and Ellinor, who had
dressed earlier than usual, was quite
alone. It was too dark for her to read or
work, and she was too weary and listless
to ring for lamps; so she sat with her
hands lyiug idly in her lap, pondering
upon what had been said at the break- -
last table of her some time guardian,
Horace Margrave.

Suddenly a footstep behind her, falling
softly on the thick carpet,J roused her
from her reverie, and she looked up with
a startled glance at the glass over the low
chimney-piec- e.

In the dim firelight she saw, reflected in
the shado-v- depths of the mirror, the
haggard and altered face of her guardian,
Horace Margrave.

He wore a loose heavy great-coa- t, and
his hat in his hand. He had evidently
only just arrived,

He drew back on seeing Ellinor, bat as
she turned round to speak to him, the
firelight behind her left her face in the
shadow, and he did not recognize her.

"I beg your pardon," he said, "for dis
turbing you. I have beeu looking every
where for Sir Lionel.

"Mr. Margrave ! Dont you know me?
It is I Ellinor!"

His hat fell from his slender hand, and
he leaned against a high-back- easy-cha- ir

for support.
"Ellinor Mrs. Dalton you here 1

I I heard you were in Paris, or I
should never that is 1 "

For the first time in her life Ellinor
Dalton saw Horace Margrave eo agitated,
that the stony mask of elegant indiffer
ence and gentlemanly sang-froi- d, which
he ordinarily wore, entirely dropped away,
and left him himself.

"Mr. Margrave," she said, anxiously,
'you are annoyed at seeing me here.
Oh, how altered you are I They were
right in what they said this morning
You are indeed altered, you must have
been very ill I '

Horace Margrave was himself again
by this time; he picked up his hat, and
droppiug lazily into the easy-chai- r, said,

"yes; I have had rather a severe at
tack fever exhaustion the doctors, in
fact, were so puzzled as to what they
sliould call my illness, that they actually
tried to persuade me that I had nerves;
like a young lady who has been jilted by
a or forbidden by her pa-

rents to marry a country curate with sev-

enty pounds per annum, and three duties

every Sunday. A nervous lawyer 1 My
dear Mrs. Dalton, can you imagine any
thing so absurd? Sir James Clarke,
however, insisted on my packing my
portmanteau, and setting off for Mont
Blanc, or something of that kind; and I,
being heartily tired of the Courts of Pro-

bate and Chancery, and Vcrulcam Build-

ings, Gray's Inn, was only too glad to
follow his advice, and take my railway
ticket for Geneva."

'And Switzerland has restored
you 1 '

"In a measure, perhaps but not en
tirely. You can see that I am not yet
very strong, when even the pleasing emo-
tion of meeting unexpectedly with my
sometimes ward is almost too much for
my ultra-lady-li- ke nerves. But you were
saying, my dear Mrs. Dalton, that they
had been talking of me here.

"Oh, at the breakfast-tabl- e this morn
ing. When your visit was announced,
one of the gentlemen said he had met
you in Switzerland, and that you were
looking ill unhappy !"

"Unhappy! Ah, my dear Mrs. Dalton,
what a misfortune it is for a man to have
a constitutional pallor, and a head of
dark hair I The world will insist upon
elevating him into a blighted being, with
a chronic wolf hard at work under his
waistcoat. I knock myself up by work-
ing too hard over a difficult Will case, in
which some tiresome old man leaves his
youngest son forty thousands pounds
upon half a sheet of note paper; and the
world, meeting me in Switzerland, trav-

elling to rescue myself, comes home and
writes me down unhappy I Now, isn't
it too bad? If I were blessed with red
hair and a fat face, I might break my
heart once in three months, without any
of my sympathetic friends troubling
themselves about the fracture."

"My dear Mr. Margrave," said Ellinor
her voice, in spite of herself, trembling

a little "I nm really new quite an old
married woman, and, presuming on that
fact, may venture to speak to you with
entire candor may I not?"

''With entire candor, certainly."
There Is the old shiver in the dark eye
lashes, and the white lids droop over the
handsome brown eyes, as Horace Mar
grave looks down at the bat which
swings backwards and forwards in his
listless baud.

"Then Mr. Margrave, roy dear guardi
an, for I will 1 will call you by that old

name, which I can remember speaking
for the first time on the day of my poor
father's funeral. Obi" she added, pas
sionately, "how well how well I remem-
ber that dreary, wretched, terrible day I

I can see you now as I saw you then,
standing in the deep embrasure of the
window in the little library, in the dear,
dear Scottish home, looking down at me
compassionately, with dark, mournful
eyes. I was such a child then. I can
hear your low, deep voice, as I heard it
on that day, saying to me 'Ellinor 1 your
lead father has placed a solemn trust in my
hands. I am young. I may not be as
good or as ed a man as, to
his confiding mind, I seemed to be; there
may be something ofconstitutional weak-

ness and irresolution in my character,
which may render me, perhaps by no
means the fittest person he could have
chosen for your guardian; but so deeply
do I feel the trust implied in his dying
words, that I swear, by my hope in heav
en, by my memory of the dead, by my
honor as a man and a gentleman, to dis
charge the responsibilities imposed upon
me, as an honest man and an honorable
gentleman should discharge them !

I Ellinor I for pity's sake I" he
cried, in a broken voice, clasping one
white baud convulsively over his averted
face.

"I do wrong," she said, "to recall that
melancholy day. You did you did dis-

charge every duty, nobly, honestly, hon-

orably; but now now you abandon me
entirely to the husband not of my choice

but imposed upon me by a hard and
cruel necessity, and you do all in your
power to make us strangers. Yet, guar-

dian Horace, you are not happy 1"

"Not happy 1" he raises his head, and
laughs bitterly. "My dear Mrs. Dalton,
this is such childish talk about happiness
and uuhapyiness two words which were
only used in a lady's novel, in which the
heroine is unhappy through two volumes
and three quarters, and unutterably blest
in the last chapter. In the practical
world, we don't talk about happiness and
unhappiness; our phrases are, failure and
success. A man gets the woolsack, and
he is successful; or, he tries for it all his
life, and never gets it and we shrug our
shoulders and say he is unfortunate. But
a happy man, tny dear Ellinor did you
ever see one?'

"You mystify me, Mr. Margrave; but
do not answer me."

"Because, Mrs. Dalton, to answer you
I must first question myself; and believe
me, a man must have considerable
courage, who can dare to ask
himself, whether, iu this tiresome jour
ney of life, he has taken the right of the
wrong road. I confess myself a coward,
and implore you not to compel inc to be
brave."

He rose as he finished speaking, and,
lookiug down at his dress, continued

"The first dincer-be- ll rang a miarter of

an hour ago, and behold me still in trav-

eling costume; the sin is yours, Mrs.
Dalton. Till dinner-tim- e, adieu 1"

Ellinor, left alone, sank into a gloomy
reverie. "What what can be the mys
tery of this man's life?" she murmured
to. herself. "If I dared but no, no, I
dare not answer that question t"

It was difficult to recognize the gToomy

and bitter Horace Margrave of half an
hour before in the brilliant and versatile
visitor who sat at Sir Lionel's right hand,
and whose incessant flow of wittv vers!--
flage kept the crowed dinner table in a
roar of laughter. Ellinor, charmed in
spite of herself, beguiled out of herself
by the fascination of his animated conver-

sation, wondered at the extraordinary
power possessed by this raau. "So Bril
liant, so accomplished!" she thought;
"so admired, prosperous, and successful;
and yet so unhappy I"

That evening the post brought Ellinor
a letter which had been sent to her town
house, and forwarded thence to Sir
Lionel's.

She started on seeing the direction, and
taking it into the little inner drawing- -
room, which was still untenanted, she
read it by the light of the wax candle on
the chimney-piece- . She returned to the
long saloon after re folding her Ielter,and ,

crossing over to a small table at which
Horace Margrave sat, bending over a
portfolio of engravings, she sealed herself
near him, and said

"Mr. Margrave ! I have just received
a letter from Scotland."

"From Scotland !"
"Yes. From the dear old minister.

James Stewart. You remember him?"
"Yes; a white-heade- d old man, with a

family ofdaughters, the shortest of whom
was taller than me. Do you correspond
with him?"

"Oh, no. It is so many years since I
left Scotland, that my dear old friends
seem one by one to have dropped off. I
should like so much to have given them
a new church at Achindore, but Mr.
Dalton of course objected to the outlay of
money; and as that is a point I never
dispute with him, I abandoned the idea;
but Mr. Stewart has written to me this
time for a special purpose."

"And that is ?"
"To tell me that my old nurse, Mar

garet Mackay, has become blind and in-

firm, and has been obliged to leave her
situation. Poor dear old soul ! She went
into a service in Edinburgh, after my
poor father's death, and I entirely lost
sight of her. I should have provided for
ber Ion before this bad I known where
to find her; but now there is no question
about this appeal, and I shall immediate
ly settle a hundred a year upon her, in
spite of Mr. Dalton's riged and praise
worthy economy.''

I fancy Dalton will think a hundred
a year loo much. Fifty pounds for an
old woman in the north of Aberdeenshire
would be almost fabulous wealth; but
you are so superb in your notions, my
dear Ellinor; hard-head- ed busiuesa men,
like Dalton and myself, can scarcely stand
against you."

"Pray do not compare yourself to Mr.
Dalton," said Ellinor, with quiet scorn.

"I'm afraid, indeed, I must not," he
answered, gravely; "but you were say
ing

"That in this matter I will take no re
fusal; no pitiful and contemptible excuses
or prevarications. I shall write to him
by post. I cannot get an
answer till the next day. I f that answer
should be either a refusal or an excuse,
I know what course to take."

"And that course "

"I will tell you what it is, when I re

ceive Henry Dalton's reply. But 1 am
unjust to him," she said, "he cannot re
fuse to comply with this request"

Three days after this convention, just
as the half-ho- ur bell had rung, and as

Sir Lionel's visitors were all hurrying off
to their dressing-roo- Ellinor laid her
hand lightly on Horace Margrave's arm,
as he was leaving the large drawing- -
room, and said

"Pray let me speak to you for a few

minutes 1 have received Mr. Dalton's
answer to my letter.''

"And that answer ?" he asks, as he fol

lows her into the littlo room communi
eating with the conservatory.

"Is, as you suggested it might be, a
refusal."

"A refusal 1" He elevates his dark,
arched eyebrows faintly, but seems very
little surprised at the intelligence.

"Yes, a refusal. He dares not even at
tempt an excuse, or invent a reason for

his conduct. Forty pounds a year, he
says, will be a comfortable competence

for an old woman iu the north of Scot-

land, where very few ministers of the
Presbyterian church have a larger income.

That sum he will settle on her immedi-

ately, and he sends roe a cheque for the
first half-yea- r. But he will settle no
more, nor will he endeavor to explain
motives which are always misconstrued.
What do you think of his conduct?"

As she spoke, the glass door, which
separated the tiny boudoir from the con-

servatory, swung backwards and forwards
iu the autum breeze, which blew in
through the outer door of the conserva-
tory; for the day having been unusually
warm for the time of the year, this door

had besn left open.

"My dear Ellinor," said Horace Mar-
grave, "ir any one should come into the
conservatory, they might hear us talking
of your husband."

"Every one i dressing," she answered
carelessly. Besides, if any one were
there, they would scarcely be surprised
to hear me declare my contempt for
Henry Dalton. The world does not, I
hope, give ua credit for being a happy
couple."

"As you will; but I am sure I heard
some one stirring in that conservatorv.
But no matter. You ask me what I
think of your husbands conduct in refus-

ing to allow a superannuated nurse of
yours more than forty pounds a year?
Don t think me a heartless ruffian if I tell
you that I think he is perfectly right''

"But to withhold from me my own
money I To fetter my almsgiving I To
control my very charities! I might for-

give him, if he refused me a diamond
necklace, or a pair of ponies; but in this
matter, in which my affection is con-

cerned, to let his economy step in to frus-

trate my earnestly expressed wishes it
is too cm el V

"My dear Mrs. Dalton, like all very
impetuous and warm-heart- ed people, you
are rather given to jump at conclusions.
Mr. Dalton, you Bay, withholds your
own money from you. Now, your own
money, with the exception of the Arden
estate, which he sold on your marriage,
happens to have been entirely invested iu
the Three per Cents. Now, suppose
mind, I haven't the least reason to sup-

pose that such a thing has ever hap-

pened, but for the sake of putting a case
suppose Henry Dalton, as a clever and

enterprising man of business, should have
been tempted to speculate with some of
your money?"

"Without consulting me?"
"Without consulting you. Decidedly.

What do women know of speculation!"
"Mr. Margrave, if Henry Dalton has

done this, he is no longer a miser, but he
is a cheat The money left to me by
my uncle's will was mine. To be shared
with him, it is true, but still mine. No
sophistry, no lawyer's quibble, could ever
have-mad- it his. If, then, he has, with-

out my consent or knowledge, speculated
with that money, I no longer despise him
as a miser, but detest him as a dishonest
man. Ah I Horace Margrave, you with
noble blood in your veins; you a gentle-

man, an honorable man; what would you
think of Henry Dalton, if this were pos

Bible?"
Ellinor Dalton, have you ever heard of

the madness men have christened gam-

bling? Do you know what a gambler is?
Do you know what he feels, this roan who
hazards his wife's fortune, his widdowed
mother's slender pittance, his helpless

children's inheritance, the money that
should pay for his eldest son's education,
his daughter's dowry, the hundreds due
to his trusting creditors, or the gold en'

trusted to him by a confiding employer,
on the green cloth of a west end gam
bling table? Do yon think that at that
mad moment, when the gas-lamp- s dazzle
his eyes, and the piles of gold heave up
and down upon the restless green baize,
and the croupier's voice, crying, 'Make
your game!' is multiplcd by a million,
and deafens his bewildered ear like the
clamor of all the fiends; do you think at
that moment that be ever supposes he is

going to lose this money which is not
honestly his? No; he is going to double,
to treble, to quadruple it; to multiply
every glistening guinea by a hundred,
and to take it back to the starving wife

or the anxious children, and cry, 'Was I
so much to blame alter all? Have you
ever stood upon the Grand Stand at Ep
som, and seen the white faces of the bet
ting-me-n, and heard the noise of the ea
ger voices upon the final rush for the
winning post? Every man upon that
crowded stand, every creature upon that
crowded course, from the great magnate

of the turf, who stands to win a quarter
of a million, to the wretched apprentice
lad, who has stolen half a crown from

the till to put it upon the favorite, be

lieves he has backed a winning horse.

That is the great madness of gaming;

that is the terrible witchcraft of the gam
bling-hous- e and the ring; and that is the
miserable hallucination of the man who

speculates with the fortune of another.
Pity him, Ellinor. If the dishonest are
ever worthy of the pity of the good, that
man deserves your pity."

. lie had spoken with an energy unusual
to him, and be sank into a chair, half ex
bausted with his unwonted vehemence.

"I would rather think the man, whom
I am forced to call my husband, a miser,
than a eheat.Mr. Margrave," Ellinor said,
coldly; "and I am sorry to learn, that if
he were indeed capable of such dishonor,
his crime would find an advocate in you."

"You are pitiless, Mrs. Dalton," said

Horace Margrave, after a pause. "Heav
en help the man that dares to wrong

you."
"Do not let us spak of Henry Dalton

any longer, Mr. Margrave. I told you

that if he should refuse this favor, tbi
this right, I had decided on what course
to take."

"You did; and now, may I aek what
that course is ?

"To leave him." .
"Leave him I" he exclaimed, anxiously,

"Yes; leave him in the possession of

this fortune which he holds so tightly, or
which, supposing him to be tbe phi fa 1

wretch yon thlftk he may have Wen. he
has speculated with and lost. Leave him.
He can never have cared for .me. He
has- denied my every request, frustrated
my every wish, devoted every hour of
his life, not to me, but to his beloved pro-
fession. My aunt will receive rue. I
shall leave this place and leave
London for Paris mornisg.

"But, Ellinor. the world ."
"Let the work! judge between ns.

What can the -- orld say of me? I shall
live with my aunt, as I did before tbta
cruel fortune was bequeathed to me.
Mr. Margrave guardian you wjlj ac-

company me to Paris, will yen not T I
am so inexperienced in all J&ese sort of
things, so little used to help- - myself, that
I dare not take this journey stone! You
will accompany me?

"I. Ellinor?" Again the dari eye
lashes shiver over the gloomy brown eyes.

"Yes; who so fit to protect, me as
yon, to whom, with hi dying lips, my
lather committed my guardianship? For
bis sake, you will do me this service,
will yon not?"

Is it a service, Minor?" Can I Le

doing you a service in taking jou away
from you r husband?"

"So be it, then," she said, Kcrnfully.
"You refuse to help me; I will go alone.'

"Alone?"
"Yes; alone. I go and

alone."
A bright flush mounted to Horace)

Margrave's pale face, and a vivid light
shone in his handsome eyes.

"Alone, Ellinor? No, no.'' he said.
"my poor child, my ward, my helpless
orphan girl, my little Scotch lassie of tha
good time gone, I will protect you on
this journey, place you safely in the arms
of your aunt, and answer to Henry Dal
ton for my conduct. In this atleasf.
Ellinor, I will be worthy of your dead
father's confidence. Make your arrange- -

menta for the journey. You have your
maid with you?"

"Yes; Ellis, a most excellent crtalnfe.
Then guardian, by the mail
train."

"I shall be ready. Yon fatrst reake
yonr excuses to Sir Lionel, and leave
with as little explanation as possible.
Au rtmir '

As Ellinor Dalton and Horace Mar
grave left the little boudoir, a gentleman
in a great-coa- t, with a railway rng flung;

over his shoulder, strode oat on to the
terrace through the door of the conserva
tory, and, lighting a cigar, paeed tor
about half an hour up and down the
walk at the side of tbe house, thinking
deeply.

ContinosJ next eei.j"

The noantaln Tleadotv Jiuinmne.
Beater, Utah, July 25. To-da- y Ann

Elizabeth Hoag was sworn: I lived at
Harmony in 1857; was at a raeetirg
called before Lee and the Indians started
for tbe massacre; it was stated at the
meeting that the emigrants would be de

stroyed; an express was) sent to Brigbam
YonDg at tbe head of the soldiers and
Indians. A meeting was called to hear
Lee's report Lee stood up and said:
I wanted the Indians to rush on the em

igrants. They agreed and marched out
alongside the soldiers, who shot them
down at the signal, and the Indians killed
tbe women. He said one man had a,

baby in his arms. After tbe first fire Lee
said, give up that child, and the man re

plied: If I die this child dies with rce;
I know you, John D. Lee, despite

your paint Lee said he had to shoot
the mau and child. While reporting,
the express trom Young arrived; he saw

tbe children in tha wagon in front of the
meeting house. One boy 8 years old
pointed to Indian Joo and said: That
man killed papa. He got my papaa'
pants. He never seen the boy, afterwards.
Lee eaid not to talk to the children, he
wanted them to forget about tbe massa-
cre.

Tlioa. P. Willis sworn: Saw goods of
the murdered emigrants at Cedar, fifteen
or twenty wagons and four or five hun
dred head of stock. Heard Haight, before

the attack, ask my father the best way
to attack the train; after the massacre,

saw tbe property of the emigrants' wagons
in front of the Tithing house in Cedar

City; the Indians washed their bloody

clothing in the ditch at Cedar City, and
saw children. Uigbee had a boy seven or
light years old. 3Iy brothei had one.
Burback had one; saw them in 1839 at
an Indian reservation in care ol Dr.
Forney.

A Mare with Hydrophobia.
Carlisle Murcurj.

Some three weeks ago a mare belong-

ing to Mr. James Sousley, of Elizaville
precinct, was bitten in the nose by a dog.

Subsequently the dog attempted to bite

Mr. Bruce Hedrick, and was killed by
hira. But no suspicions of its having hy-

drophobia were entertained until Satur-

day week, when the mare which had
been bitten ran viciously toward it

owner and attempted to bite him. She
was confined in a secure place, and died

on that night of hydrophobia.

We lose things that are certain, while

rrc pursue others that are dubious.

The aakei rrsth a tear story.


